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Afterwards she wondered if she had done right
in being so persistent. She felt young and help-
less over it, and even wondered if there might be
anything in their story, hastily condemning her-
self for such weakness. She knew that Charles
had not forgotten the snowdrops, and promised
herself that she would be more careful when the
may came along. Then the baby would be born,
of course.

Easter fell fully early, at the end of a mild
March, when the wood violets were smelling
sweetly in the woods and the little fragile
anemones blowing under the trees. On the Good
Friday Doreen had a sudden yearning to see the
sea, and, as it was within a car ride, Charles took
her down. They went to a lone beach that they
knew of and sat there talking. They had brought
a picnic with them, and because it was such a
lovely day and so warmly pleasant, and because
she felt so happy there with him, they stayed
later than they should have done, talking.

The journey home was not a comfortable one,
for the roads were full of traffic wending its way
Londonwards, and it became clogged so that they
could only proceed at a crawl. Doreen was over-
tired. She had not realised that it was so late,
nor that she would feel so worn out. Charles,
anxious for her, could not make headway against
the stream of traffic. They crawled in home
when it was very late indeed.

Doreen went to bed, but she could not sleep.
Twenty-four hours later her son was born dead.

When she came out of the haze of chloroform
she knew what had happened, and she also knew